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he crimann rambler 
rrauls along the 
walls 
Of the uld house at 
home; and through 
the halls 
Chere rings the langh- 
ter of a bygone 
Day 
Of youth and pleasure. 
And there comes a 
lay. 


Borne on the breezes 
uf the passing 
yrars, 

Changing the jays of 
unuth to unkeigned 
teur 

Crars uf regret that 
run nut rinht the 
wrunns, 

Gears of remorse that 
hush the happy 
BOIS 


Chat we might sing 
to-day ik we had 
known 

What youth and pleas- 
ure meant. Had me 
not thrown 

Away that golden 
day of long ago 

We might haue saurd 
nurgelues this death- 
leas mur 


Chat brings vain Long- 
igs for the off 
roof-tree 

And clouds nur dreams 
uf idralitu. 


J n life’s dreum-days 
the loved ones 
gathered rnund 

Che old hearthstone ; 
und in those days 
me found 

Deep mines of dia- 
mons, gems beyond 
rumpure. 

eare and cantentment, 
jous the angels 
share. 


But num ihe ghostly 
iun nine of fear 
Writhes rnund the 
ferhle ruin of the 

Dear, 

Dead daus of lung 
aga; und the fair 
pile 

We Loved as howe has 
pone as flits a 
zmile, 


Lighting some pre- 
riows farce a little 
hay, 

A moment bringing 
theer, then smept 
ama 

Sutin the waste of 
Destiny mhere 
hlums 

Che howling wind of 
Fate. And num who 
knows 


Che meaning of it 
all? Hor we may 
dmell 

Ourselues hefore 
tu-murrum hy the 
mell 

Where drink the 
gods nenlerted and 
aghast, 

Who walk in the 
Walhalla of the 
Past. 
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O* uf the bnund⸗ 
less deep the tide 


of Time 

Holla billows of the 
Jiast all crowned 
with rime 

Upon the shores 
where we were mant 
tu plan, 

Counting the same 
old shells from day 
tn day; 


Lounging beneath our 
nun-hnusge un the 
strand, 

Matching the mild 
wanes running un 
the kund. 

“What are they say- 
ing?“ is the ange- 
lung cry: 

“Live while you may, 
‘trill soon be time 
tu die!“ 


Chis is the answer 
that the ceaseless 
waues 

Sing to pale dream- 
prs from the orran 
ruues! 

Chis aàme- inspiring 
anthem uf the 
Dery 

Drowns nur brief jay 
and teuches us to 
meep! 
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M did nut knum 

what change the 
vears mould bring: 

ir reckoned home 
as hut a little 
thing 

A plure mhere lived 
a mother, Inved 
amhile: 

Me did not knom 
the pain beneath her 
Emile, 


Hor she knem then 
what me knum num. 
that Like 

In hut a vampire 
hrinnging griek and 
strife | 

Go all that laue it 
and on pleasure 
hent 

Tn see, to think. tu 
line like those whn 
ment 


The pace before them! 
And did we nut 
apek 

The sane uld pleas- 
ures uf each weary 
werk ? 

Me did not catch 
them in the luring 
race, 

But still me're weep- 
ing at the Wailing- 
plare 


Hor those bright pleas- 
ures that shall never- 
mure 

Glow like a halo 
round the rusted 
door. 

Che Aris gold me 
sought has gone the 
way 

Ok all the earth: the 
gold we found mas 
rlay ; 


Che pleasures caught. 
hut roses; and their 
thorns, 

Doubled for each poor 
hlogsom, are the 
horns 

Of the Great Dilemma 
un which me hang 

Snared and torn and 
futile. And the 
harsh clang 


Of bells in the bleak 
temples of our 
Drea 

(With fallen idols 
stained with crimsun 
ntreuma 

Of nur best blood) is 
binning in our ears 

Discurdant tones 
uf disappointing 
pears. 


h! ome! Pa- 
thetic trusting- 
plare for all 
Tired vagabonds mhn 
hear thy tender 
rall 
In melodies of mem- 
ory, and fire 
Like homing dunes 
from lands arross 
the sea! 


Back from the halls 
uf learning and of 
art, 

Back with the spoils 
nf many a foreign 
mart, 

Bark from the land 
where burning 
Sappho sung, 

Back from the storied 
shrines where mar- 
turs hung. 


Bark from pagnda 
lands where false 
gods Emile, 

Bark from the desert 
sands along the 
Nile, 

Bark from the trails 
where weary man- 
der lust 

Hath led earth's chil- 
dren made of weep- 
ing dist. 


fiaunted by dead 
Dreams of rchild- 
hund'n day, 

We come bark home 
again tu think and 
pray. 
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i" praper num 
fails us ag nur 
sad hearts turn 
Krom the broken 
homestead tu the 
stars that burn, 
From the ruined ref- 
une that we onre 

ralled home 

Tu the paths of plan- 
ris that in far skies 
rnum. 


We laughed at the 
beating of the weird 
tumtum, 

And the turning 
prayer-wherl in the 
temple'n ralm, 

At the shrouded altars 
and the inrense- 
Apire, 

And the rose-red srars 
of dervish sacrifire, 


At the dark muezzin 
on his minaret, 

And the sharp-fanged 
blund-rark mhere the 
kukirs fret, 

At priestly uurtion 
and the tinkling 
bell 

Chat chimes in Mass 
tu saue a soul from 
hell. 


And zu in silenre 
and mith trembling 
hund 

Me grasp the remnant 
nf the Thing God 
planned, 

And weep that me 
rould think our 
prayers mere heard 

Because we took them 
from a printed 
murd: 


Che while the God 
who sees us matts 
and Emiles 

And Like, a trait'ruus 


manton, still he- 
nuilen. 


SS helpless failure 
from our prayers 


me pass 

Tn thoughts like dem- 
drops shining un 
the grass 

Of the fresh fields of 
Pouth’s bright marn- 
ing. tho! 

Croud-splendor in the 
Zinging throngs 
there! And, uh! 


Clond-glory in the set- 
ting suns mhere me 
laughed 

Beside the rose-heaped 
fanes of life and 
quaiten 

The nertar of true 
Lune. But to-day 
me drink 

With Sarrates the hem- 
luck, the while me 
think 


Upon the past. One 
muret fare so mon- 
drnus fair 

J see but dimly, 
framed round with 
golden hair, 

The twa lung braids, 
buth tied mith rib- 
bung red; 

But her blue eyes are 
closed forever; her 
dead 


Lips nevermore shall 
kiss me. When but 
a lud 

J stood among the 
flowers and saw the 
Bal, 

White face all cold and 
still, She mas my 
young dream 

Ok the beautiful, the 
unnd, the pure, that 
BEPIN 


Like legends of another 
world. And, since 
then, 

No other love hath 
thrilled my heart; 
and when 

J get me hence to 
dwell among the 
throng 

Of the departed, 2 
shall sing the song 


We used tu king to- 
gether until she, 


Hearing my unice from 
‘neath the rcypress- 
irre, 

Shall come and meet 


me on the Golden 
Way 


And sing to me as in 
the olden day. 


CANTO 
VIII 


ealth, Hame and 
Honor in Ambi- 
tinn's train, 

Rolled up the hill and 
through the open 
plain 

Chat knew un bounds 
in that euentiul 
dau 

Of youthful hape. 
But num along the 
way 


Of life are shattered 
fragments sratiered 
far, 

Of childhand'n wagon 
hitched to distant 
alar; 

The star itself has 
reagen tu shine on 
high; 

One wasted night it 
fell down from the 
sky; 


And wistful, reiro- 
apertive train of 
thought 

In wrecked where 
goung Ambition 
rume to naught; 

And Wealth, Fame, 
Honor, once our 
lustral lights, 

Are cindered suns in 
skies of buried 


nights. 


Hi” Time spells 

progress und me 
mai nut turn 

The flow of evolution, 
though me yearn 

Sor une more chance 
tu take the other 
may; 

The sparks fly upmard 
amd they will not 
slay. 


The past is gone be- 
hind the krumning 
sky 

Where day is night and 
night makes life a 
lie! 

HKarewell, vain pleas. 
ures, ruaneurent 
jaus: 

Eur th x treasured pasts 
are Reuu'n'n dis- 
rurded toys! 
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H ia nur try 

As life creeps on 
and it comes time to 
die! 

Nur all the pirtures 
painted in our 
dreams 

Are washed away with 
tears. And now 
what seems 


The real, is but the 
ruin of the prow 
Air-custlea mhich me 
built tu pierre the 

rloud. 

And far behind us 
are the grinning 
skulls 

Of long-lost rhanres. 
And the strain that 
lulls 


The varth-woarn mur 
tals at the river- 
sine, 

Is Tunes own hope- 
song of the ones 
that died 

And went before us 
to the Great Un- 
knumn 

Tn meet the Maker 
on his Mystic 
Throne. 
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nd now at the 
last milestone in 
the rare, 

Me pass the tomb- 
stone of departed 
grace 

And reach the har- 
bor on that silver 
lee 

Whence every mortal 
must put nut in 
Ben. 


And once we're 
launched upon the 
trarkless master, 

Weil sleep mhile sail- 
ing! There shall 
he un haste! 

An unseen Pilot 
mill direct our 
hark, 

And, while we’re 
sleeping, guide us 
in the dark: 


And in the cradle of 
the rolling deep, 
Che maues will rack 
us—shall sleep and 

sleep! 

We'll sail and sail 
upon ihe silent 
nen 


And dream the dreams 
of immortality! 


We'll dream of power, 
nf happiness and 
gain 

Not found mid bleed- 
ing bodies of the 
slain; 

We'll dream of rest 
with God where all 
is well 

And where the light of 
Truth life's myths 
dispel. 


Despite our failures, 
hope is born anem 

Tn make us dream 
again that dreams 
rome true! 


all 
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